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THIS  STORE  TRIES  TO  MERIT 
YOUR  DAILY  PATRONAGE 

WE  MEASURE  the  worth  of  our  merchandise 
by  the  standard  of  quality  and  desire  to 
maintain  and  merit  your  patronage  solely 
because  of  the  recognized  superiority  of  our  goods 
and  service.  It's  impossible  for  the  element  of  risk  to 
enter  into  your  purchases  here,  as  there  is  a guaran- 
tee back  of  everything  we  sell  that  protects  you, — a 
standard  of  quality  to  maintain  that  insures  lasting 
satisfaction,  and  promotes  your  entire  confidence  in 
this  store. 

John  Wilson  & Co. 

Department  Store,  Greenfield,  Mass. 
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INSIST  ON 
TURNBULL’S  GREEN 
MOUNTAIN  ICE  CREAM 

Sold  By  All 
Leading  Dealers 

EVERYBODY  WANTS 
TO 
PLAN 
TO  GO  TO 
THE  SENIOR 
PLAY,  WHICH 
IS  COMING 
SOON. 
REMEMBER 
IT 

AND  COME 
GIVEN  BY 
CLASS 
OF 
1925 

The  oldest  Electrical  Store 
in  Greenfield 

RADIO  SETS,  APPLIANCES 
CONTRACTING 

COOK  ELECTRIC  CO. 

25  Federal  St.  Greenfield 

RELIABLE  GOODS 
at 

RELIABLE  PRICES 

SMITH’S  DRY  GOODS 
STORE 

KENNEDY  & 

SCHLEGEL 

Compliments  of 

Plumbing,  Tinning  and  Steam 

GREENFIELD 

Fitting 

LAUNDRY  CO. 

37  Third  Street 

BE  CONSISTENT 
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Hardware,  Builders'  Supplies, 
Cutlery,  Sporting  Goods 
Bird’s  Shingles  and  Roll 
Roofing 

G.  R.  S.  WASHERS 
PYREX,  ALUMINUM  WARE 
RADIO 

GULOW  BROTHERS 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

FRANKLIN  COUNTY 
LUMBER  CO. 

CURTIS  WOODWORK 

GREENFIELD 

SOUTH  DEERFIELD 

NORTHAMPTON 

COUTURE  BROS. 

Largest  Supply  of  Paints  and  Wall 
Paper  in  Franklin  County 
10c  to  $1.50  per  Roll 
Picture  Frames  Our  Specialty 

AVENUE  A,  TURNERS  FALLS 

Schuhle’s  Meat  Market 

Quality  and  Sanitation 
4th  ST.,  TURNERS  FALLS. 

FURNITURE,  DRAPERIES 
and 

FLOOR  COVERINGS 

We  Aim  to  Give  Service 
Prompt  Delivery  Always 

Durkee  and  Ray,  Inc. 

Furniture  of  the  Better  Class 

29-33  Federal  St.,  Greenfield,  Mass. 

BE  PREPARED  TO  GET 
ONE  OF 

McCarthy,  the  Clothier 

THE 

SUEDE  JACKETS 

NEXT 

HEAVY  SWEATERS 

AND  FANCY  FLANNELS 

ISSUE 

OF  • 

SHIRTS  FOR 

NETOP 

WINTER  SPORTS 



Students  and  Friends,  Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers. 
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GTD  believes  in  a square  deal! 

GTD  is  interested  in  everybody  on  its  payroll. 

GTD  is  a good  place  to  work. 

It  has  an  Engineering  Club  for  men  and  boys  and  a Girls’  Club,  tennis 
courts,  benefit  association,  etc. 


© 


QRKKmiELD  I TAP  AND  DIE 


CORPOgATIO  N 


GRCENFI  ELD. 


MASSACHUSETTS 


You  Take  the  Policy 
We  Take  the  Risk 

VATET  & SALMON 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 
GENERAL  INSURANCE 
INSURE  AND  BE  SURE 

USE 

MONTAGUE  COFFEE 

IT  SATISFIES 

W.  E.  PORTER 

69  SECOND  ST. 

For  Falling  Hair 

STEPHEN  DRACO 

Try  Duchune’s 

Cigars,  Tobacco  and 

Violet  Ray  Treatment 

Confectionery 

Turners  Falls 

AVE.  A,  TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

CARNEY’S 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

CIGARS,  CIGARETTES  and  CANDY 
Avenue  A,  Turners  Falls 

J.  C.  DEANE 

Paper  Hanging  and  Painting 

MILLERS  FALLS 

PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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“What  do  you  know  of  the  char- 
acter of  the  defendant?”  asked  the 
judge  of  a colored  laundress  sub- 
poenaed in  an  accident  case  of  a 
white  man  arrested  for  careless  driv- 
ing of  a motor  car. 

“It’s  tolerable,”  Maria  said. 

“Had  you  seen  him  drive  the  car 
before?” 

“Yassah.” 

“Would  you  consider  him  care- 
less?” 

“Well,  jedge,  as  fo’  de  car — dat 
little  thing  ain’t  gwine  to  hurt  no- 
body, but  being  us  is  all  here,  I 
might  as  well  tell  yo’  dat  he  sho’  is 
careless  ’bout  payin’  fo’  his  wash!” 
— Exchange. 


Red  Band  Oarage 

W.  S.  CASSIDY 

HUDSON  ESSEX  ^ 

PIERCE  ARROW  CARS 

Sales  and  Service 
3rd  St.,  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

415  Federal  St.,  Greenfield 


A.  J.  NIMS,  D.  D.  S. 

DENTIST 


Office:  Bank  Block 
Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 

W.  V.  GRIESBACH 

GROCERIES 

98  L St.  3G  Federal  St. 

Turners  Falls  Greenfield 

Courtesy  — Quality  — Service 

SKINNER  & FLAGG 

Jewelers  and  Optometrists 

TURNERS  FALLS, 

MASS. 


TELL  YOUR 
FRIENDS 
ABOUT 
THE 
NETOP 


TRY  EQUrS 
BRICK  ICE  CREAMS 

ALWAYS  ON  HAND 


CORNER  BOOK  STORE 

Headquarters  for  Sporting  Goods 
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DO  IT  ELECTRICALLY 

There’s  scarcely  a household  task  that  cannot  be  done 
better  by  Electricity. 

Clean,  cook,  sew,  wash  and  iron  with  Electric  Service 
and  you  will  quickly  learn  how  this  wonderful  helpmate 
will  save  you  time  for  pleasanter  things. 

TURNERS  FALLS  POWER  AND  ELECTRIC  CO. 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

ARTHUR  DAIGNAULT 

Groceries,  Fruits  and  Vegetables 

QUALITY  AND  SERVICE 

91  FIFTH  STREET 

HAVE  YOUR  PRESCRIPTIONS  COMPOUNDED 

AT 

THE  OPERA  HOUSE  PHARMACY 

YOU  WILL  FEEL  BETTER 

OPERA  HOUSE  THEATRE 

for 

First  Class  Entertainment 

D.  J.  SHEA,  Manager 

THE  ADVERTISERS  HELPED  YOU 
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LITCRART 


MISER’S  LUCK 


About  thirteen  hundred  years  ago  there  lived  a certain  King 
Seti,  in  Egypt.  He  ruled  with  an  iron  hand  and  struck  fear 
into  the  hearts  of  all  his  subjects.  The  crown  rested  on  his 
head  for  twenty-four  years,  in  which  time  he  accumulated 
great  wealth.  Among  his  many  treasures  was  a chest  of  gold, 


stolen  by  his  men  from  a Roman  gal- 
ley. According  to  tradition,  this  gold 
was  guarded  by  evil  spirits,  and  its 
owner  never  lived  to  spend  it.  Greed, 
however,  made  some  men  anxious  to 
own  this  wealth,  and  King  Seti  was 
one  of  them. 

Now  it  happened  that  this  king, 
together  with  his  numerous  other 
faults,  was  very  miserly.  Fearing 
that  someone  would  steal  his  wealth, 
he  hid  the  gold,  and  two  days  later 
he  died  of  strangulation.  His  last 
words  were,  “ ’Tis  the  gold,  the 
gold.”  The  king,  however,  had  a 
brother  who  knew  of  his  wealth  and 
also  its  hiding  place.  He  went  after 
the  treasure  but  never  returned. 
Searching  parties  were  sent  out  but 
no  clue  to  his  whereabouts  was  ever 
found.  His  son,  however,  swore  an 
oath  that  he  would  find  out  the  na- 
ture of  his  fate.  Accordingly,  he 
selected,  what  seemed  to  him  trust- 
worthy comrades,  Phylius  and  Mena, 
two  of  the  former  king’s  envoys. 

In  the  southern  part  of  the  king- 
dom there  were  cliff  dwellings,  in- 
habited ages  before  by  a now  ex- 
tinct race  of  people.  These  were 


practically  unknown  to  the  Egyptians 
at  this  time  for  they  believed  them 
to  be  the  home  of  the  Gods.  During 
a thunderstorm  the  people  would 
crouch  in  fear  and  say  that  the  Gods 
were  quarreling.  It  was  to  this  place 
that  the  lost  man’s  son  went  and  with 
him  his  two  companions.  These  two 
men,  from  a few  slips  of  their  mas- 
ter’s tongue,  gathered  that  there  was 
treasure  at  the  end  of  their  search 
and  were  goaded  on  by  this  possibil- 
ity. After  many  days  of  fruitless 
search  among  the  cliffs  for  the 
treasure  they  at  last  came  to  a small 
plateau  at  the  extreme  southern 
part  of  the  dwellings.  They  were 
about  to  leave  after  a hasty  glance 
here  and  there  when  Phylius  said, 
“What  have  we  here,  my  lord?”  His 
master,  upon  closer  examination, 
found  that  the  place  referred  to  was 
an  opening  in  the  rocks  almost  ob- 
scured from  view,  owing  to  the  brush 
and  moss  which  had  grown  up  against 
it.  Upon  their  removal  it  was  dis- 
covered that  the  opening,  about  six 
feet  high,  was  the  mouth  of  a long, 
winding  tunnel.  Within,  the  air  was 
very  bad  and  the  pine  torches  which 
they  carried,  barely  burned.  Now 
and  then  a snake  glided  over  the 
rockv  floor  before  them. 

About  a hundred  yards  further  on, 
the  tunnel  came  to  an  abrupt  stop, 
puzzling  the  men.  They  had  felt 
sure  that  a larger  chamber  would  be 
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reached  through  the  tunnel.  They 
sounded  the  walls  but  these  seemed 
to  be  quite  solid.  Glancing  upward, 
however,  they  noticed  an  opening  in 
the  roof.  By  standing  on  Phylius’ 
shoulders,  Mena  was  able  to  crawl 
through.  There  he  discovered  a 
chamber  about  twenty  feet  square. 
By  means  of  a rope  the  other  two 
were  soon  with  him.  In  the  center  of 
the  chamber  was  a dry  well.  This 
they  at  once  prepared  to  investigate 
by  making  a rope  ladder.  First  they 
lowered  a burning  pine  splinter  at 
the  end  of  a rope.  Full  thirty  feet 
was  let  down  before  the  bottom  was 
reached.  When  within  about  four 
feet  of  bottom  the  torch  began  to 
burn  furiously,  but  the  men  could 
not  guess  why. 

A ghastly  sight  met  their  eyes.  In 
one  corner  lay  a huge  copper  chest, 
heavily  locked  and  bound.  Just  op- 
posite it  was  a skeleton  of  a man, 
the  king’s  brother.  The  main  thought 
in  all  three  men’s  minds,  was  of  the 
chest.  Even  the  lost  man’s  son  for 
a moment  forgot  about  how  he  was 

WHEN  ROGER 

Marion  was  thrilled.  Roger  was 
coming  to  call,  and  Roger,  you  un- 
derstand, was  Marion’s  first  beau. 
Of  course  she  had  chummed  with  all 
the  boys  at  school,  but  Roger  was 
entirely  different  from  any  of  them. 
He  came  from  the  city,  wore  long 
trousers  and  seemed  almost  as  old 
and  sophisticated  as  the  high  school 
boys  that  her  sister  Mabel  went  out 
with  on  Saturday  nights. 

Marion  sighed  in  ecstacy.  ^‘Today 
is  Friday.  He  comes  tomorrow — to- 
morrow at  half  past  three.” 

Then  she  sat  down  in  the  large 
arm  chair  opposite  the  big  hall  mir- 
ror and  began  to  itemize  all  the  ev- 
ents that  had  occurred  since  she  first 
saw  Roger.  That  memorable  date 
was  in  the  preceding  Monday  morn- 
ing exactly  five  minutes  before  the 
last  bell  rang.  He  had  sauntered  in- 
to the  school  room  and  chosen  the 
seat  next  to  hers.  Of  course  she  had 
looked  at  him  (the  girls  said  she  made 
eyes,  but  that  was  just  because  they 
were  jealous)  and  they  spoke  at  re- 
cess. The  next  day  he  walked  home 
with  her,  for  his  father  had  moved 


searching  for  his  father  in  his  desire 
for  the  gold.  Fate,  however,  denied 
him  a chance  at  it.  Mena,  who  all 
this  time  had  been  scheming,  drew  a 
dagger  and  before  his  victim  could 
defend  himself,  stabbed  him.  “Now, 
brother,”  he  said  to  Phylius,  “the 
gold  is  ours.  We  are  richer  than 
kings.” 

Then  they  lowered  the  ladder  and 
descended  with  all  haste,  the  latter 
almost  upon  the  former’s  fingers. 
When  within  a few  feet  of  the  bot- 
tom they  dropped  to  the  floor  and 
rushed  for  the  chest.  Suddenly  they 
halted.  Sharp  pains  were  darting 
through  their  throats,  their  breath 
would  not  come.  They  staggered 
toward  the  ladder  and  feebly  clutched 
at  the  ropes  but  their  strength  had 
left  them  and  almost  together  they 
sank  to  the  ground.  The  bottom  of 
the  well  was  full  of  gases  v/hich  had 
strangled  them.  In  a like  manner 
the  king’s  brother  had  met  his  fate. 
The  king’s  secret  was  there  to  stay. 

F.  C. 

CAME  TO  CALL 

into  the  big  house  at  the  end  of 
Marion’s  street.  And  now  he  was 
coming  to  call,  and  she  would  enter- 
tain him  in  the  parlor. 

That  night  Marion  dreamed  of  her 
hero.  She  saw  him  as  a king,  sit- 
ting on  a throne.  A herald  had  been 
sent  proclaiming  that  all  the  prin- 
cesses must  bake  cakes,  and  the  king 
would  choose  the  best  cake  and  make 
the  cook  his  queen.  So  all  the  girls 
of  the  town  were  bowing  and  smiling 
to  Roger,  the  king,  and  offering  him 
their  cakes.  She  had  come  in  last, 
carrying  the  loveliest  cake  of  all.  She 
knelt  before  the  king  as  she  extended 
her  offering,  and  then  raised  soulful 
eyes  when  he  spoke  his  words  of 
praise  and  welcome.  Then  all  the 
cakes  were  put  on  the  tables  for  a 
wedding  banquet,  where  Roger  was 
the  bridegroom,  and  she  the  bride. 

Marion  spent  all  the  next  fore- 
noon making  her  cake  for  Roger. 
Of  course  she  knew  it  was  stylish 
to  serve  tea,  too,  but  she  hated  tea, 
and  besides,  there  had  been  no  tea 
in  her  dream,  so  she  decided  on 
cake  alone  for  refreshments.  She 
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baked  the  cake  in  three  layers,  and 
put  them  together  with  thick  pink 
frosting,  so  that  the  finished  product 
was  quite  impressive. 

Now  the  afternoon  had  come  and 
Marion  put  on  her  prettiest  ruffled 
dreas  and  looked  in  the  mirror.  She 
wasn’t  quite  satisfied.  She  tiptoed 
to  her  door,  listened,  and  then  made 
a breathless  dash  to  her  sister’s 
room.  She  borrowed  curling  iron, 
lipstick,  powder  and  rouge  and  at 
last  obtained  the  coveted  effect. 

Half  past  three  arrived,  and,  from 
behind  the  curtains,  Marion  watched 
Roger  come  up  the  walk.  How 
grand  he  looked ! A minute  later 
she  was  ushering  him  into  the  par- 
lor. Just  after  he  crossed  the 
threshold,  he  tripped  on  the  rug 
and  fell.  That  was  provoking- 
enough,  but  to  make  it  worse,  Rog- 
er swore.  It  was  a bad  beginning 
and  both  were  embarrassed.  Neither 
could  think  of  a thing  to  say.  Soon 
Roger  got  up  and  walked  around 
the  room,  looking  at  the  pictures  on 
the  wall.  That  g-ave  Marion  an 
idea,  so  she  brought  her  album  and 
Roger  sat  down  on  the  sofa  again 
and  politely  commented  on  the  pic- 
tures. Then  he  started  to  talk  of 
moving  pictures,  but  when  he  found 
that  Marion  had  not  yet  seen  one  of 
them  in  Lakewood  he  fell  into  an- 
other silence.  Marion  was  miser- 
able. She  knew  she  bored  him,  she 
was  certain  he  was  having  a stupid 
time,  and  so  her  spirits  fell  lower 
and  lower.  Outside,  a couple  of  school 
boys  stopped  and  whistled  for  her, 
and,  when  she  didn’t  answer,  thev 
started  to  shout  and  holler  her  name 
and  make  a dreadful  racket.  Usual- 
ly she  would  have  delighted  to  go 
with  them,  but  now  she  was  morti- 
fied bevond  words  to  have  Roger 
know  that  she  was  accustomed  to 
chum  with  such  common,  noisy  bovs. 
Just  then,  she  saw  Mable  coming 

A TRIP 

In  almost  every  boy’s  life  there  is 
a time  when  the  romance  of  the  sea 
so  thrills  him  that  he  really  lives 
through  a tale  he  has  read.  One  eve- 
ning Harry  and  his  chum,  Roger,  de- 
cided they  would  pull  out  the  Atlas 
and  go  to  sea.  Soon  on  the  table  a 


with  the  cake.  Roger  saw  it  too, 
and  instantly  he  brightened.  For  a 
moment  Marion  thought  the  charm 
of  the  cake  was  working,  and  then 
it  came  to  her  with  sickening  force 
that  he  was  glad  because  he  knew 
that  he  could  leave  after  refresh- 
ments. Mable  put  the  cake  on  the 
table  and  tiptoed  out.  Her  shoes 
squeaked  and  Roger  snickered.  Poor 
Marion  was  almost  in  tears.  She 
cut  the  cake  and  Roger  ate  a piece 
in  silence;  Marion  tried  to  eat,  but 
choked  in  utter  misery. 

Roger  left  directly,  and  Marion 
went  to  the  door  with  him.  Just 
as  she  stood  saying  good-bye,  her 
little  dog,  Tuxie,  went  rushing  by 
with  a stolen  rubber  in  its  mouth. 
Forgetting  her  poise  she  was  trying 
to  assume  for  Roger’s  benefit,  she 
dashed  after  the  dog,  shouting  as  she 
went.  Rogers  dignity  left  too,  and 
together  they  rushed  down  the 
street.  When  they  finally  finished 
the  race,  both  Marion  and  Roger 
were  breathless. 

“Gee,  haven’t  we  had  fun,”  Rog- 
er gasped. 

“You’ve  said  it!” 

Marion  looked  at  Roger’s  rumpled 
hair  and  he  looked  at  her  torn  dress, 
and  both  laughed. 

“I’ve  been  a big  nut,  I guess,”  he 
said  ruefully.  “I’ve  tried  to  make 
you  think  I’m  lots  older  than  the 
rest  of  your  bunch,  but  honest,  I’m 
not.  You’re  the  first  girl  I ever 
went  with,  and  when  I came  and 
saw  you  all  dolled  up,  I was  scared 
stiff,  and  I was  positively  terrified  in 
that  parlor  of  yours.  And  that  old 
slippery  rug!.  . . .Say  Marion,  you’re 
an  awfully  good  sport  not  to  be 
mad  at  me.  I’ve  been  something  of 
a goose  myself.” 

“Forget  it,”  she  laughed  back. 
“Now  come  to  the  house  and  finish 
that  cake — and  let’s  eat  it  in  the 
kitchen.” 

TO  SEA 

large  book  was  laid,  beside  it  stood 
a full  rigged  schooner  that  Harry’s 
grandfather  had  made  for  him,  and 
last  of  all  two  eager  boys  were  lean- 
ing over,  with  faces  lighted  up  with 
intense  excitement.  Most  of  the 
time,  however,  their  faces  were  hid- 


NETOP 


11 


den  and  only  a jumble  of  words  oc- 
casionally escaped  from  behind  the 
covers  of  the  Atlas.  The  noise  g’rad- 
ually  diminished  and  the  room  which 
the  boys  occupied  was  hushed  and 
broken  only  by  the  swishing  of  the 
curtains  in  the  breeze  and  by  a 
steady,  deep  breathing. 

“Ship  ahoy!”  They  were  off!  In 
what  seemed  rather  a long  period  of 
criss-crossings  back  and  forth  on  the 
ocean  they  decided  to  cast  anchor  at 
a peculiarly  named  place  called  Mad- 
agascar. They  landed  on  the  island 
and  saw  nothing  but  immense  tracts 
of  tropical  vegetation,  plants  which 
they  had  seen  only  at  the  botanical 
gardens.  Suddenly  out  ran  a crea- 
ture about  three  feet  tall,  complete- 
ly covered  with  hair  and  with  a most 
peculiar  shaped  head.  He  gazed  at 
them  and  then  disappeared  in  a flash. 
Harry  and  Roger  looked  at  each  oth- 
er and  began  backing  away,  but  they 
had  gone  but  a few  feet  when  they 
were  completely  surrounded  by  the 
weirdest  looking  men.  (They  were 
real  men  for  Harry  said  so.)  They 
jabbered  as  fast  as  they  could  and 
then  motioned  to  the  boys  to  follow 
them.  Harry  thought  they  were 
strange  looking  but  he  nudged  Roger 
to  come  with  him.  As  they  followed, 
the  boys  had  an  excellent  opportun- 
ity to  study  their  companions.  They 
were  short,  their  hair  was  fuzzy,  and 
no  two  of  them  looked  alike.  They 
approached  a camp,  where  before  a 
huge  fire  sat  all  kinds  of  pirates. 
Harry  knew  what  they  were  for  he 
had  seen  many  pictures  of  nirates. 
There  were  French  pirates,  Spanish 
pirates,  Italian  pirates,  Dutch  pirates, 
in  fact  there  were  representatives 
from  the  whole  world  over.  As  it 
was  just  dusk,  they  made  a horrible 
’nicture,  assembled  about  the  fire. 
The  bovs  were  led  to  what  appeared 
to.be  the  chief. 

The  man  was  a monster  in  compar- 
ison to  the  dwarfs  around  him  and  he 


At  a college  examination  a pro- 
fessor asked:  “Does  the  question 

embarrass  you?”  “Not  at  all,  sir,” 
replied  the  student;  “not  at  all.  It 
is  quite  clear.  It  is  the  answer  that 
bothers  me.” 


roared,  ‘‘Who  are  you?  Where  did 
you  come  from?  What  do  you 
want?” 

“We.  . we.  . . . we.  . . .you.  .see,” 
started  Harry,  bravely. 

“No,  I don’t  see,  but  you  must  see 
that  I am  Captain  Kidd.  You  have 
invaded  our  rendezvous  and  you 
must  pay  the  penalty  at  dawn.” 

Harry’s  legs  shook  so  that  he  near- 
ly sat  down  and  Roger  was  worse. 
Harry  managed  to  gasp,  “Yes.  .Sir.” 
The  company  of  men  were  ferocious 
looking  and  it  really  was  no  fault  of 
the  boys  that  they  became  frighten- 
ed. Just  then  Captain  Kidd  seized 
a dwarf  and  marched  to  a plant  that 
looked  like  a pineapple  only  fifty 
times  larger.  It  did  not  have  any 
leaves  but  long  tendrils  suspended 
from  the  top  and  the  whole  plant 
looked  almost  lifeless.  The  Captain 
thrust  the  native  at  it  and  instantly 
the  tendrils  seized  the  panic-stricken 
man  and  curled  about  him  like 
snakes,  then  hoisted  him  in  the  air 
and  dropped  him  into  a pit  at  the 
top  of  the  plant.  The  noise  the  ten- 
drils made  was  horrible  and  sounded 
like  the  roar  of  starving  lions.  “That, 
if  you  try  to  escape,”  growled  the 
pirate,  pointing-  to  the  already  life- 
less appearing  plant.  The  boys  had 
already  fled  toward  the  fire  to  quiet 
their  shaken  nerves. 

Later  in  the  evening  they  were 
placed  in  charge  of  two  villainous 
scamps  for  the  night.  They  crept 
close  to  each  other  but  fear  held  them 
from  conversing.  Somehow  they  fell 
asleep  only  to  feel  someone  shaking 
them.  They  shrieked,  kicked  and 
cried  for  help,  finally  Harry  quaked, 
“Where  are  we?” 

“Why,  at  home!  It  is  time  for 
bed  and  you  boys  must  start  right 
now  for  you  look  tired.”  Harry  and 
Roger  each  looked  at  each  other  and 
then  slammed  the  book  together. 

“That  certainly  was  a close  shave,” 
they  sighed. 


Teacher — So  I’ve  caught  you 
chewing  gum,  have  I? 

Sammy — No,  mum;  I wasn’t 
chewin’.  I was  jest  keepin’  it  there 
instead  of  in  my  pocket.  It’s  so 
sticky. 
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A TRIP  TO  THE  MOON 


The  rocket  was  already  for  the 
trip.  I crawled  into  this  apparatus. 
My  equipment  consisted  of  provi- 
sions enough  to  last  me  three 
months.  Besides  this  were  the  tanks 
of  oxygen.  I had  enough  oxygen 
to  last  me  four  months.  On  the 
walls  of  the  rocket  were  suits  of 
canvas  to  which  were  attached  ves- 
sels of  oxygen.  For  on  my  arrival, 
it  would  be  necessary  for  me  to 
wear  one  of  these  suits  because  of 
the  lack  of  oxygen.  Inside  the  hel- 
met of  a suit  was  a special  food  ar- 
rangement. When  I was  dressed  in 
my  suit  ail  I had  to  do  was  to  turn 
my  head  and  eat.  The  rocket  itself 
was  also  supplied  with  oxygen  from 
tanks.  Seating  myself,  I put  on 
the  necessary  switches,  and  with  a 
loud  explosion  the  rocket  started  on 
the  trip.  The  last  I heard  were  the 
shouts  of  the  people. 

For  two  days  I heard  a steady 
rush  of  air.  Sleep  was  impossible. 
What  would  happen?  What  would  I 
see  on  the  moon  if  I arrived?  Would 
I arrive  at  the  moon?  These  were 
the  thoughts  which  constantly  raced 
through  my  mind.  At  about  noon 
of  the  third  day  the  rocket  stopped 
and  settled  gently  to  the  ground.  I 
had  arrived.  I sat  for  a while  so 
that  I could  collect  my  thoughts. 
First,  I must  inspect  the  suits  and 
see  if  the  food  arrangement  in  the 
helmet  worked.  After  nerving  my- 
self for  the  act,  I dressed,  opened 
the  door,  and  stepped  out  on  the 
moon.  A blinding  glow  met  my 
eyes.  On  inspecting  the  ground  near 
me  I found  that  it  was  lava.  The 
heat  was  very  intense.  I stepped 
back  into  the  shade  of  my  rocket. 
Immediately  I grew  so  cold  that  it 
was  unbearable.  I was  surprised. 
Suddenly  I remembered  that  there 
was  no  air.  Still  I wanted  to  prove 
that  this  was  so.  Picking  up  a 
stone  I threw  it.  As  I expected  I 
heard  no  sound.  I crawled  back  into 
the  rocket  and  from  sheer  exhaustion 


and  nervous  tension,  I fell  asleep. 

For  many  weeks  I explored  the 
different  parts  of  the  moon.  I trav- 
ersed valleys,  thousands  of  miles  in 
length  and  width.  These  valleys,  I 
presume,  must  be  the  beds  of  dried 
oceans.  During  the  explorations,  I 
met  moon  men.  I was  working  my 
way  into  a crater  when  out  of  a 
cave  came  a large  ball  of  fire.  This 
landed  gently  on  the  ground.  Aft- 
er this  one,  came  nine  others.  The 
fire  seemed  to  settle  until  only  a 
copper-like  ball  was  left.  The  top 
of  each  ball  was  suddeny  lifted  by 
some  creatures  who  were  inside. 
To  my  surprise,  instead  of  seeing 
men,  I saw  a sort  of  a bug.  These 
moon  men  had  only  two  limbs  which 
they  used  for  walking  and  holding 
articles.  All  were  dressed  in  a sort 
of  suit,  which  I presumed  held  oxy- 
gen. One  man  carried  a peculiar  ob- 
ject. He  set  this  on  the  ground  and 
pointing  it  at  the  earth  which  was 
then  over  head,  he  looked  through 
it.  Suddenly  it  struck  me,  the  ap- 
paratus was  a telescope.  During  all 
these  proceedings,  they  did  not  see 
me.  One  stopped  and  turned  to- 
wards my  direction.  I grew  clammy 
with  an  indefinable  fear.  As  at  a 
given  signal  they  rushed  toward  me 
on  their  horrible  limbs.  During  the 
next  hour  I did  not  know  what  hap- 
pened, but  I knew  I was  winning 
the  battle.  They  ceased  their  at- 
tack abruptly  and  fled  to  their  cop- 
per like  balls.  Each  ball  blazed  up 
and  flew  away  into  the  cave.  I ran 
forward,  and  without  thinking  I 
jumped  into  the  cave.  Before  I 
could  stop  mvself  I fell  into  a crev- 
ice into  which  the  last  man  was 
disappearing,  but  I only  fell  a few 
feet  for  I landed  on  a small  shelf. 
I crawled  laboriously  back,  and,  after 
a hard  day’s  march,  I came  back  to 
the  rocket.  I had  had  enough  of 
the  moon.  Getting  everything 
ready,  I swung  the  nose  of  the 
rocket  toward  earth.  With  another 
exposion  I was  oif  again. 

During  the  time  of  the  voyage  I 
slept  and  awoke,  only  when  the 
rocket  landed  gently  in  China. 

H.  B. 
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ALL’S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL 


A party  of  girls  boarded  the  train 
at  San  Francisco.  Their  joy  amused 
all  the  passengers  except  one  sedate 
little  old  lady. 

The  girls  left  the  train,  one  by 
one,  until  at  last  only  Mary  O’Brian, 
a sweet,  sad-faced,  young  girl  re- 
mained. She  was  nineteen  years  old 
and  had  just  graduated  from  a 
boarding  school. 

When  the  girl  left  the  train  at 
San  Jose  she  noticed  the  little  old 
lady,  struggling  with  her  bags. 
Mary  offered  her  assistance  which 
was  gladly  accepted.  As  it  happen- 
ed that  they  were  both  going  to 
Santa  Cruz,  Mary  helped  her  into 
the  train  and  remained  with  her 
during  the  trip. 

Before  long  Mrs.  Bradley,  the 
little  lady,  found  out  that  Mary  was 
an  orphan.  The  girl  told  her  that 
she  was  going  to  visit  some  friends 
until  she  could  find  a position.  Mary 
discovered  that  Mrs.  Bradley  was  a 
widow,  her  second  husband  having 
died  only  a month  ago.  Her  first 
husband’s  name  had  been  John  Wil- 
son. She  asked  Mary  if  she  would 
not  like  to  come  and  visit  her  for 
a few  days;  to  rest  after  her  hard 
year  of  school.  Mary  gladly  ac- 
cepted the  invitation.  After  a few 
weeks  Mrs.  Bradley  asked  Mary  if 
she  would  stay  and  become  her  com- 
panion. Mary,  who  by  this  time 
had  become  very  much  attached  to 
her  friend,  accepted  with  joy. 

One  day,  after  three  years  of 
nleasant  companionship,  Mrs.  Brad- 
ley suddenly  became  ill.  Mary  lov- 
ingly cared  for  her.  During  her  ill- 
ness, Mrs.  Bradley  told  Mary  about 
her  son,  John  Wilson,  Jr.,  who  had 
left  home  twenty  years  ago.  She 
had  lost  track  of  him  but  had  heard 
that  both  he  and  his  wife  had  died, 
leaving  a son.  Gene  Wilson,  who 
would  be  twenty-one  years  old,  if 
he  was  alive.  She  had  not  been 
able  to  find  him. 

The  next  day  Mrs.  Bradley  drew 
up  her  will,  leaving  Mary  every- 
thing, except  one  hundred  thousand 
dollars  which  she  could  have  pro- 
viding she  did  not  find  the  grand- 
son Gene,  after  three  years  of 


searching.  Early  the  next  morning 
as  the  little  lady  held  Mary’s  hand 
she  said  weakly,  ‘‘Mary,  you  have 
made  me  very  happy  these  last  few 
years  of  my  life.”  With  these 
words,  she  passed  into  the  Great 
Unknown. 

_ Mary  was  heartbroken  and  de- 
cided to  stay  at  the  ranch,  the  place 
where  she  had  been  so  happy,  ask- 
ing the  old  caretaker  and  his  wife 
to  remain  with  her.  After  a lonely 
winter  Mary  wrote  to  some  of  her 
girl-graduates,  asking  them  to  spend 
the  spring  months  with  her.  They 
promptly  accepted,  all  arriving  about 
the  same  time. 

Surrounded  by  happy,  laughing, 
girls  and  bashful  cowboys,  who  quar- 
reled among  themselves  about  the 
guests,  Mary  once  again  became  hap- 
py. One  afternoon  while  the  cow- 
boys were  teaching  the  girls  to  ride 
bronchos,  Mary  looked  through  the 
album  and  found  a picture  of  a 
young  man,  whom  she  supposed  was 
Mrs.  Bradley’s  son.  A little  later 
she  heard  a knock  at  the  door.  Up- 
on opening  it,  she  saw  a young  man, 
nervously  twirling  his  hat,  but  try- 
ing to  appear  brave. 

“Madam,  do  you  need  any  extra 
help?”  he  asked. 

“Why,  yes,”  said  Mary  smiling, 
“I  am  very  short  of  men.” 

The  man  became  a great  favorite 
with  the  cowboys,  and  also  with 
Mary’s  visitors.  Mary  herself  was 
pleased  with  his  quiet  appearance 
and  his  educated  speech.  He  ap- 
peared to  be  a prosperous  young 
man.  It  seemed  to  Mary,  however, 
that  she  had  seen  him  before.  Fi- 
nally it  occurred  to  her  to  look  in 
the  album.  She  found  that  he  look- 
ed just  like  the  son  of  Mrs.  Brad- 
ley and  decided  he  was  the  lost 
grandson. 

That  evening  in  order  to  convince 
herself  that  he  was  really  the  grand- 
son she  called  in  all  the  cowboys 
for  a little  music  and  entertain- 
ment. During  this  time,  keeping  an 
eye  on  George,  she  told  them  that 
within  a few  weeks  she  must  start 
searching  for  the  grandson  of  Mrs. 
Bradley.  Mary  was  surprised  be- 
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cause  George  did  not  start;  she  had 
forgotten  that  he  had  never  known 
his  grandmother  by  the  name  of 
Bradley,  but  the  name  of  Wilson. 

Coaxed  by  the  girls,  Mary  related 
the  story  of  how  she  became  owner 
of  the  Bradley  ranch  and  fortune. 
As  she  told  about  Mrs.  Bradley’s  son 
John  and  his  son  Gene,  to  whom  she 
must  give  one  hundred  thousand  dol- 
lars if  she  finds  him  within  three 
years,  she  saw  the  pipe  fall  from 
George’s  mouth.  It  fell  on  the 
cat’s  back  and  caused  him  to  run 
wildly  about  the  room.  This  made 
the  girls  and  cowboys  laugh,  but 
George  asked  to  be  excused. 


The  next  morning  he  asked  for 
his  pay,  saying  he  was  going  away. 
Mary,  realizing  that  he  loved  her 
and  did  not  want  to  deprive  her  of 
the  money,  told  him  that  she  knew 
who  he  really  was.  She  begged  him 
to  take  the  money  which  rightfully 
belonged  to  him,  so  that  she  might 
keep  her  promise  to  Mrs.  Bradley. 

Gene,  as  we  must  now  call  him, 
protested,  but  at  last  he'  said  with  a 
twinkle  in  his  eye,  ‘T  know  a way 
that  we  both  can  keep  it.”  Mary 
smiled.  We  leave  the  rest  of  the 
story  to  our  readers’  imagination 
for  we  know,  “All’s  well  that  ends 
well.”  H.  W. 


THE  CHAMPIONS 


Willie  had  to  take  care  of  his 
brother  and  this  day  of  all  days! 
For  today  was  to  take  place  the  de- 
ciding contest  between  the  third  and 
fourth  ward  boys.  They  had  both 
won  one  game  each. 

Willie  was  soliloquizing  on  the 
utter  worthlessness  of  babies  in  gen- 
eral. “If  I didn’t  have  to  take  care 
of  it  I’d  be  warming  up  now.  We 
go  to  a show  and  a dinner  after- 
wards if  we  beat  the  fourth  war 
guys.” 

He  noticed  that  baby  held  on  to 
the  baseball  and  never  dropped  it, 
clutching  it  tightly.  “That’s  fun- 
ny,” said  Willie.  “I  wonder  how 
many  games  would  be  saved  if  the 
ball  was  never  dropped.” 

The  third  ward  boys  went  by, 
shouting  and  laughing.  Willie  fum- 
ed and  fretted,  “Aw!  Ma!  Can’t  I 
go  out  now?  Huh!  Ma?  Please.” 
“No!  You’ve  skipped  away  so 
much  that  now  you’ve  got  to  take 
care  of  the  baby,  game  or  no  game.” 
A half  hour  passed.  The  dis- 
gruntled Willie  heard  the  shouts  of 
the  boys  up  the  street.  He  sweated 
and  grumbled  and  asked  his  mother 
if  she  wanted  the  baby  to  go  out. 
“It’s  awful  hot  in  here.  I should 
think  the  baby  would  roast.”  His 
mother  glanced  at  the  baby.  “He’s 
as  cool  as  a cucumber,”  she  said. 
The  baby  gurgled  and  tried  to  chew 
the  ball. 

Another  half  hour  passed,  each 
shout  of  the  boys,  like  a stab,  cut 


into  Willie’s  heart.  At  last  he  could 
bear  it  no  longer.  Depositing  the 
baby  on  the  fioor,  he  slipped  quietly 
out  the  window.  He  didn’t  take  his 
ball  for  the  baby  would  cry. 

He  found  out  that  the  score  was 
even.  The  third  ward  boys  had  tied 
the  score  in  the  first  half  of  the 
ninth,  but  in  scoring  the  tying  run 
the  left  fielder  had  sprained  his 
ankle  and  was  unable  to  play. 

Willie  ran  up  to  Captain  Blake 
and  said,  “Hey  Jimmie!  I’ll  play. 
I’d  be  pitching  n-ow  but  I had  to 
take  care  of  my  darn  baby.” 

“Hurry  up!  We  gotta  win  this 
game.  Where’s  your  glove” 

Willie  borrowed  one  from  Jakey 
May  and  ran  out  into  the  field.  The 
game  stayed  tied,  neither  side  be- 
ing able  to  score  a run.  There  was 
a large  crowd  of  men  and  boys,  for 
these  two  teams  were  the  champs 
of  the  city.  Willie,  the  first  man  up 
for  the  third  ward  in  the  13th  in- 
ning, got  hit  in  the  arm.  He  walk- 
ed to  fir.st  base,  bestowing  uncom- 
plimentary terms  on  the  pitcher. 
Skinny  Dolan  laid  a neat  bunt  down 
the  line  and  Willie  perched  on  sec- 
ond base.  Captain  Blake  hit  a lusty 
two-bagger  scoring  Willie.  The  third 
ward  was  unable  to  score  any  more. 

The  fourth  ward  boys  came  troop- 
ing in  in  their  half.  “We’ll  win! 
We’ll  win,”  they  shouted.  It  seem- 
ed s-o,  for  the  first  three  men  up  got 
on  by  a pass  and  two  rank  errors. 
The  next  two  men  hit  to  the  short- 
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stop  who  nailed  them  at  the  plate. 
Bo  McMillan,  the  hard  hitting  sec- 
ond baseman,  was  up.  He  had  hit 
safely  every  time  and  it  seemed  that 
the  fourth  ward  boys  would  indeed 
win  the  game. 

“Bo”  swung  hard  on  the  first  ball 
pitched.  He  hit  a hard,  high  curving 
liner  to  left  field.  The  third  ward 
fans  jumped  up,  their  hearts  in  their 
throats.  “Oh!  Willie!”  was  all  they 
could  say.  Willie  ran  as  swiftly  as 
he  could,  such  thoughts  as,  “Sup- 
posing I miss  it?”  “I  can’t  get  it,” 
flashed  through  his  mind.  The  ball 
seemed  as  if  it  would  never  come 
down.  Willie  thought  of  his  baby 


brother  clutching  the  ball.  “I’ll 
hold  it  if  I get  it.  Even  a baby  can 
hold  a ball  ” 

Willie  ran  across  the  state  road. 
The  ball  dropped  into  his  hands. 
Then  all  went  dark  as  he  crashed 
into  a tree.  He  opened  his  eyes 
and  found  that  the  boys  had  sur- 
rounded him.  “You  won  the  game, 
Willie!”  they  shouted.  Willie  was 
all  right  except  for  a slight  bruise 
in  his  head. 

His  mother  forgave  him  when  she 
found  that  he  had  been  hurt.  Yet 
she  couldn’t  understand  why  Willie 
took  such  a sudden  interest  in  the 
baby.  F.  D.  ’25. 


BOARDING  SCHOOL 


Jane  and  Eleanor  bade  their 
friends  and  relatives  good-by  and 
seated  themselves  in  the  train.  They 
were  both  on  the  verge  of  tears,  at 
the  prospect  of  leaving  their  own 
people  for  so  long  and  going  to  a 
strange  school. 

As  the  train  moved  along  toward 
the  boarding  school.  The  Briars,  the 
girls  began  to  wonder  what  was  in 
store  for  them. 

“I  wonder  if  we’ll  have  to  find 
our  rooms  ourselves?  We  won’t  ar- 
rive until  late,”  Jane  questioned. 

“Oh!  I imagine  a girl  will  be 
there  to  direct  us,  and  anyway  we 
aren’t  a couple  of  youngsters,  we’re 
perfectly  capable  of?  finding  our  own 
way.  At  least  that’s  what  I think,” 
Eleanor  answered. 

“Well,  my  dear  girl,  don’t  crow 
too  soon,  we  aren’t  there  yet  and 
neither  of  us  have  ever  been  there,” 
Jane  replied. 

After  a little  more  talk  on  the 
subject  the  girls  quieted  down  un- 
til they  heard  the  conductor  shout, 
“Briarwood.”  With  much  scramb- 
ling in  the  train  Eleanor  and  Jane 
got  out.  One  girl,  had  Eleanor  said? 
There  were  dozens!  Our  two  friends 
stood  aside  not  daring  to  question 
some  of  those  very  dignified  look- 
ing girls,  until  a pretty  girl  with  a 
bright  green  band  on  her  hair  came 
up  to  them. 

“Are  you  botb  Freshmen?  I sup- 
pose that’s  needless  to  ask  as  your 
looks  clearly  tell  that.  I’m  a Jun- 
ior— hence  the  green  band — and  my 


name  is  Jem  Brown.”  Our  friends’ 
new  friend  rattled  pleasantly!  on  un- 
til she  finally  found  the  address  of 
their  rooming  house. 

Jem  carefully  piloted  the  girls 
through  the  crowd  to  their  desti- 
nation. As  she  was  leaving  the 
girls,  Jane  asked,  “Do  the  Freshmen 
get  initiated  here?” 

Jem  laughingly  replied,  “You’ll 
see  soon,  but  remember  this,  BE- 
WARE OF  THE  SOPHOMORES!” 
With  that  warning  she  disappeared. 

Jane  and  Eleanor  looked  at  each 
other  and  then  started  to  laugh. 
“What  in  the  world  can  she  mean?” 
Jane  questioned.  Neither  were  able 
to  understand  what  Jem  meant  un- 
til, a few  days  later,  a notice  ap- 
peared on  the  notice  board. 

“Freshmen  take  notice!  ! 

“Every  girl  must  wear  a hair- 
ribbon  of  our  class  colors.  The 
color,  of  course,  is  gold.  This 
includes  the  girls  with  long 
hair.  The  hair  must  be  worn 
down  their  back.  The  girls  must 
also  keep  away  from  the  ice 
cream  parlors  and  confectionery 
stores  for  one  week! 

“These  rulings  begin  to-mor- 
row and  end  a week  from  that 
day.  Do  as  ordered  or  suffer 
the  consequence!  ! ! 

By  the  order  of 

THE  SOPHOMORE  CLASS.” 
All  the  freshmen  girls  hastened 
to  the  stores  after  classes  were  over 
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and  purchased  ribbon,  and  the  next 
day  appeared  with  gold  hair-ribbons 
on. 

In  the  afternoon  Eleanor  and 
Jane  went  down  to  the  stores. 
Without  a thought  of  their  new  or- 
ders Jane  and  Eleanor  entered  an 
ice  cream  parlor  and  ordered  ice 
cream.  They  were  busily  engaged 
eating  when  they  heard,  ‘Treshmen, 
can  you  imagine  that?  I see 
where  someone  is  in  for  a ducking!’’ 
The  girls  looked  up  and  saw  two 
girls  with  gold  ties  on.  Then  they 
realized  they  had  disobeyed  orders. 

That  night  as  the  girls  were  in 
their  room  studying  three  soft 
knocks  sounded  on  the  door.  ‘‘Come 
in!”  the  girls  yelled. 

The  door  was  opened  and  in 
stalked  thirteen  girls  with  white 
masks  on.  Finally  one  spoke,  “You 
disobeyed  our  orders  to-day  and 
now  you  must  take  the  conse- 
quences. Follow  us!” 

Jane  and  Eleanor  decided  to  go 

RADIO 

The  first  annual  meeting  of  the 
Radio  Club  was  held  on  Thursday, 
October  16,  1924.  A business  meet- 
ing took  place  and  the  following  of- 
ficers for  the  year  were  elected: 
President,  Edward  Wyman;  vice- 
president,  Thomas  Argy;  secretary, 
Melroy  Cassidy;  and  treasurer.  Mil- 
ton  Strehle.  A constitution  and  a 
set  of  By-Laws  were  drawn  up  by 
the  members  under  the  sifpervision 
of  Mr.  Burke. 

The  club  was  founded  last  year 
but  the  time  was  so  limited  that  no 
laboratory  work  was  done.  The  meet- 
ings were  limited  to  lectures  on  ra- 
dio by  Mr.  Burke.  Ten  charter  mem- 
bers are  in  the  club  this  year.  The 
purpose  of  this  organization  is  to 
promote  the  scientific  interest  and 
good  fellowship  of  T.  F.  H.  S. 

This  year  the  students  show  a 
great  interest  by  the  fact  that  sev- 
eral students  from  Montague  sacri- 
fice their  ride  home  at  noon  to  at- 
tend the  meetings.  A member- 
ship drive  is  on  and  about  thirty  new 
applications  have  been  received  but 
the  membership  of  the  club  is  limit- 
ed to  twenty-five.  The  requirements 
for  admission  are  as  follows:  The 


quietly  as  two  were  no  match  for 
thirteen.  The  girls  marched,  what 
seemed  to  them,  miles.  They  were 
finally  told  to  halt.  Each  girl  was 
given  a series  of  minor  stunts  to 
perform.  For  the  last  one,  they 
were  compelled  to  dive  into  the 
school  pond. 

Jane  balked  when  she  was  told  to 
dive  in,  declaring  that  she  could  not 
swim.  Her  protests  were  not  heed- 
ed and  Jane  was  bodily  lifted  and 
thrown  into  the  pond.  Jane  had 
spoken  the  truth,  she  could  not 
swim.  After  floundering  around  for 
a time  in  the  water  the  girls  finally 
noticed  her  plight.  Two  girls  jump- 
ed in  and  brought  her  to  shore, 
where  they  tried  to  bring  her  to. 
After  a great  length  of  time  Jane 
finally  opened  her  eyes.  The  girls 
breathed  sighs  of  relief.  They  aft- 
erwards declared  that  Jane’s  near 
drowning  finished  the  initiations  for 
all  time  at  The  Briars. 

E.  B. 

CLUB 

student  must  be  passing  in  at  least 
three  subjects  and  must  pass  an  ex- 
amination before  entering.  Charter 
members  are  exempt  from  the  ex- 
am. 

A plan  of  work  for  the  year  has 
been  made.  Lectures  on  radio  will 
be  given  by  Mr.  Burke  and  papers 
on  the  subject  will  be  given  by  the 
members  from  time  to  time.  Radio 
construction  will  also  take  place  in 
the  near  future.  The  students  will 
build  their  own  radio,  a simple  set 
to  begin  with  to  learn  the  funda- 
mentals and  then  work  up  to  some- 
thing larger.  Later  in  the  year  the 
club  may  do  something  with  the 
broadcasting  end  of  the  subject. 

This  is  a fine  opportunity  for  boys 
to  become  acquainted  with  this  pop- 
ular subject,  especially  those  who  do 
not  have  the  opportunity  of  experi- 
menting vnth  one  at  home.  It  also 
shows  that  the  members  are  anxious 
to  gain  some  knowledge  outside  of 
High  School  books.  The  time  and 
interest  put  in  by  Mr.  Burke  is  very 
much  appreciated  by  the  members 
and  we  hope  to  make  the  association 


First  of  all  the  Netop  wishes  to  ex- 
tend a hearty  welcome  to  the  new 
members  of  our  faculty,  Miss  Hunt 
and  Miss  Appleby  and  we  hope  they 
will  enjoy  their  stay  at  Turners  Falls 
High  School. 

The  Netop  wishes  especially,  to 
thank  the  typewriting  department 
for  their  willing  help  in  typing  our 
themes  and  short  stories.  We  also 
wish  to  thank  the  pupils  for  writing 
for  us,  especially  those  whose  stories 
have  been  used. 

We  have  made  a good  start  so  far 
this  year.  Let’s  keep  it  up  and  fin- 
ish just  as  fast  and  strong  as  we 
started  like  the  winning  half  miler, 
and  not  come  walking  in  way  behind 
the  others,  when  the  year  is  over. 
One  thing  we  could  improve  in,  is 
detention  which  is  to  help  those  who 
do  come  in  behind.  Let’s  try  a little 
harder  and  make  that  unnecessary. 
Think  how  much  better  that  would 
make  the  school  standard. 

The  Netop  is  a business  affair  and, 
like  all  other  such  enterprises,  must 
have  support.  For  the  next  issue 
let’s  make  a record  and  get  a sub- 
scription from  every  pupil  in  the 
school,  and  also  say  a word  to  your 
friends  about  it.  Where  we  espec- 
ially need  help  is  from  the  alumni. 
If  they  would  buy  a paper,  that 
would  circulate  it  even  more.  Let’s 
make  it  a paper  that  our  advertisers 
will  be  glad  to  get  a chance  to  put 


their  advertisements  in.  Help  us  to 
make  it  a paper  of  which  we  can  be 
proud,  for  it  goes  to  practically  every 
state  in  the  United  States,  as  well  as 
Alaska  and  China.  We  want  it  to 
rank  among  the  best. 

Another  thing,  we  have  an  Athlet- 
ic Association  here  in  our  school. 
What  is  it  here  for?  We  all  know 
it  is  for  supporting  our  baseball,  bas- 
ketball and  track  teams  and  the  rest 
of  the  Athletics,  of  which  we  have  a 
right  to  be  proud.  They  have  to  be 
assisted  and  that  help  comes  mainly 
from  the  dues  we  pay.  So  pay  them 
promptly.  There  isn’t  anyone  in  the 
whole  school  that  can’t  earn  ten 
cents  a month,  at  least.  So  let’s  make 
a resolution  that  when  we  come  back 
from  our  Thanksgiving  vacation, 
we’ll  pay  all  of  them  up  to  date. 
Th^n  there’s  the  cheering  section 
which  most  pupils  don’t  seem  to 
know  of.  Let’s  get  together  and  help 
our  teams  out.  We  ought  to  be 
proud  to  cheer  for  our  team.  Last 
spring  they  won  twice  as  many 
games  as  they  lost.  This  coming 
spring,  with  a little  help  and  boosting 
from  the  bleachers,  they  can  win 
them  all.  Isn’t  that  worth  getting 
together  and  starting  a good  cheer- 
ing section?  Let’s  try,  and  then 
next  spring  when  baseball  starts, 
cheering  will  start  too,  and  will  sur- 
prise them  all. 
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CLASS  NOTES 


At  a class  meeting  held  by  the 
seniors  on  September  15th,  the  fol- 
lowing officers  were  elected: 

President  Roland  O’Keefe 

Vice-President  Jacob  Perkins 

Treasurer  John  Prohovich 

Secretary Mania  Rogers 

Class  Teacher  Miss  Bushnell 

On  the  16th  a committee  for  the 
Senior-Freshman  reception  was  ap- 
pointed: 

Refreshments  — Mary  Ostrosky, 
Helen  Wheeler,  James  Kelly. 

Decorating  — Doris  White,  Fran- 
cis Kelleher,  Mania  Rogers. 

On  the  10th  of  the  same  month 
the  juniors  held  a meeting  and  ap- 
pointed : 

President  John  Horrigan 

Vice-President  ....  Edward  Milkey 

Treasurer  Mark  Crean 

Secretary Helen  McGillicuddy 

Class  Teacher  Miss  Packard 

Candy  Committee  — Caroline 
Koch.  Helen  McGillicuddy,  Doris 
Roseberry. 

The  sophomores  held  their  first 
meeting  this  year,  September  17th 
and  elected  for  class  officers: 

President Joseph  Szwiec 

Vice-President  ....  Kenneth  White 

Treasurer  Helen  Shulda 

Secretary  ....  Margaret  Beauregard 

Class  Teacher  Miss  Halloran 

For  a Pin  and  Ring  Committee  — 
Helen  Shulda,  Mary  Smith,  Doris 
Kelleher,  Joseph  Szwiec,  Jacob 
Stotz,  Theodore  Martineau. 

The  freshmen  have  not  yet  elect- 
ed any  officers  or  done  any  business. 


PRO  MERITO  SOCIETY 

Doris  White 
Ruth  Johnson 
Rose  Krainson 
Mary  Pagoda 
Mania  Rogers 
John  Prohovich 
George  Pierce 
Jacob  Perkins 
John  Crouse 


CLASS  OF  1924 


Agnes  Griffin  is  attending  the 
Westfield  Normal  school. 

Anna  Grogan  has  entered  the 


Northampton  Commercial  school. 

Beatrice  Herrick  is  teaching 
school  at  Chestnut  Hill  in  Leverett. 

Kathryn  Horrigan  has  entered 
Northampton  Commercial  school. 

Paul  Jillson  is  at  home. 

Harry  Kingsnorth  is  working  in 
East  Deerfield. 

Dorothea  Koch  is  teaching  school 
at  Sheffield,  Conn. 

Herman  Koch  is  employed  by  his 
father. 

Margaret  McCarthy  helps  with  the 
office  work  at  Martin  Machine  Co. 

Ellen  Pervere  is  at  home. 

Florence  Porter  has  entered  the 
University  of  New  Hampshire. 

Lillian  Pucci  is  at  home. 

Grace  Bitzer  has  entered  the 
North  Adams  Normal  school. 

Ethel  Blassberg  is  taking  a sec- 
retarial course  in  the  Boston  Uni- 
versity. 

Evangeline  Bourget  is  attending 
the  Bay  Path  Institute,  Springfield. 

Raymond  Braun  is  working  in  the 
office  at  the  John  Russell  Cutlery 
Co. 

Arleen  Brown  works  in  the  of- 
fice at  the  Esleeck  mill. 

Helen  Cassidy  is  attending  Mary- 
land College,  Maryland,. 

John  Charron  is  in  the  St.  Bon- 
adventure  Seminary,  Alleghany,  N. 
Y. 

Anastacia  Crean  has  entered  the 
Northampton  Commercial  school. 

Harry  De Wolfe  is  working  in  Sun- 
derland. 

Irene  Dorhamer  is  teaching  school 
at  Monterey,  Mass. 

Ursula  Dorsey  is  employed  in  the 
office  at  the  Art  Stone  Co.,  Millers 
Falls. 

Helen  Flynn  is  taking  a post- 
graduate course  in  the  Turners  Falls 
High  school. 

Mildred  Reen  is  at  home. 

Esther  Reum  is  also  at  home  for 
the  present. 

Edward  Reum  works  for  Mr.  E. 
Hosmer. 

Maron  Royer  is  employed  as  ste- 
nographer at  the  Rod  Shop. 

Clara  Sauter  works  in  the  office 
at  F.  I.  Webster’s  Hardware  store. 

Catherine  Schab  is  working  in 
the  Crocker  National  bank. 


NETOP 


19 


Gertrude  Shea  is  attending  Fitch- 
burg Normal  school. 

Jennie  Siteman  works  in  the  of- 
fice at  the  Power  House. 

Edward  Verner  is  working  in  New 
Haven. 

Dorothy  White  works  in  the  of- 
fice at  the  John  Russell  Cutlery  Co. 

Theodore  Zak  entered  the  Fresh- 
man class  at  the  University  of 
Maine. 


CLASS  OF  1923 


Anna  Koch  is  training  to  be  a 
nurse  in  a Hartford  hospital. 

Catherine  Kelly  is  working  in  the 
superintendent’s  office  of  the  Turn- 
ers Falls  High  school. 

Evelyn  Lyman  is  a sophimore  at 
Boston  University. 

Gerald  Lapean  is  a freshman  at 
M.  A.  C. 

Mildred  Maynard  (Mrs.  Sneider) 
is  living  in  Turners  Falls. 

Catherine  Bauch  is  training  to  be 
a nurse  in  Connecticut. 

Richard  Clapp  is  a sophomore  at 
Dartmouth. 

Mildred  Cole  is  employed  in  the 
office  of  the  John  Russell  Cutlery. 

Marguerite  Cook  is  training  to  be 
a nurse  at  the  Northampton  hospital. 

Rebecca  Field  is  attending  Bos- 
ton Normal  Art  school. 

Frederic  Haigis  is  a freshman  at 
M.  A.  C. 

Dorothy  Hewitt  is  taking  a post- 
graduate course  in  the  Turners 
Falls  High  school. 


Dunstan  Jackson  is  employed  at 
the  Red  Band  garage. 

Owen  Johnson  is  married. 

Clinton  Nims  lives  in  Cornwall  on 
the  Hudsos. 

Arlene  Payne  is  attending  the 
Greenfield  Commercial  school. 

Dorothy  Parson  is  employed  in  the 
office  of  the  Millers  Falls  Tool  Co. 

Mildred  Welsh  is  stenographer  at 
Webster’s  Hardware  store. 

Paul  Fournier  is  working  in  his 
father’s  drug  store. 

Mildred  Wheeler  is  employed  in 
the  office  of  the  McLean  Silk  Co. 

Harold  Clark  is  attending  M.  A.  C. 

Elizabeth  Casey  is  employed  in 
the  office  of  the  Greenfield  Tap  & 
Die  Co. 

Grace  Conwav  is  employed  in  the 
office  of  the  International  Paper  Co. 

Russell  Parks  is  working  in  East 
Deerfield. 

Paul  Rochford  is  working  in  a 
law  office  in  White  Plains,  N.  Y. 

Helen  Gibson  is  working  in 
Springfield. 

Marguerite  Crowe  is  employed  in 
the  office  of  the  Millers  Falls  Tool 
Co. 

Forest  Fitts  is  employed  at  the 
Power  Station  in  Greenfield. 

Frances  Gowans  is  attending 
school  in  Boston. 

Doris  Negus  is  attending  West- 
field  Normal  school. 

Helen  Shibles  is  employed  by  the 
Manning  Motor  Co.,  of  Greenfield. 

Helen  Wright  is  attending  Bay 
Path  Institute. 


A keen-eyed  mountaineer  led  his 
overgrown  son  into  a country  school- 
house.  “This  here  boy’s  arter  lam- 
in’,” he  announced.  “What’s  yer 
bill  o’  fare?” 

“My  department,  sir,”  replied  the 
professor,  “consists  of  arithmetic, 
algebra,  geometry  and  trigonometry.” 
“That’ll  do,”  interrupted  the  old 
man,  “load  him  up  with  trigger- 
nometry.  He’s  the  only  poor  shot 
in  the  family.” — Exchange 


“What  could  be  more  sad,”  said 
the  school  teacher,  “than  a man  with- 
out a country?” 

“A  country  without  a man,”  an- 
swered the  pretty  girl. — Exchange. 


What  the  Trouble  Was 

Chloride,  the  maid,  had  announced 
her  impending  departure.  “What’s 
the  matter  Chloride?”  asked  her 
mistress.  “Aren’t  your  wages  suf- 
ficient? Don’t  we  treat  you  right?” 
“Wellum,  de  wages  is  all  right,  and 
mostly  you  treats  me  right,  but  de 
trouble  is  dis:  Dere  am  too  much 

shiftin  ’of  the  dishes  fo’  de  few- 
ness of  de  victuals.” — American  Le- 
gion Weekly. 


Bride  (consulting  cook-book)  — 
Oh,  my,  that  cake  is  burning  and  I 
can’t  take  it  out  for  five  minutes 
yet ! — Exchange. 


ATHLETICS 


MILLTOWNERS  NEARLY  WIN  THE  TRACK  MEET 


Milltowners  nearly  win  track  meet 

The  athletes  from  the  Turners 
Falls  high  school  gave  the  Green- 
field high  trackmen  the  scare  of 
their  lives  in  the  contests  at  the 
Live  Wire  Fair.  When  the  final 
count  was  made  the  Turners  Falls 
boys  were  found  to  be  only  one- 
third  of  a point  behind  the  Green- 
field defenders,  who  had  the  ad- 
vantage of  being  on  their  home 
grounds  and  having  a very  much 
larger  enrollment  to  draw  from.  As 
it  was,  the  Milltowners  secured 
seven  firsts  to  Greenfield’s  five  in 
the  senior  events.  The  total  scores 
were:  Greenfield  56  2-3,  Turners 

Falls  56  1-3,  Arms  Academy  27. 

Seniors 

100  yards  (freshmen) — S.  Pe- 
kalski,  Greenfield,  first;  S.  Webber, 
Arms,  second;  Coates,  Greenfield, 
third ; Hughes,  Turners  Falls, 
fourth.  Time,  11  2-5s. 

100  yards  (open) — Szweic,  Turn- 
ers Falls,  first;  Zschau,  Greenfield, 
second;  Phinnley,  Greenfield,  third; 
Stotz,  Turners  Falls,  fourth.  Time, 
10  l-5s. 

100  yards  (soph) — J.  Hughes, 
Turners  Falls,  first;  A.  Woodard, 
Greenfield,  second;  Lawrence,  Turn- 
ers Falls,  third;  Martin,  Greenfield, 
fourth.  Time,  11  3-5s. 

220  yards — Szweic,  Turners  Falls, 
first;  Stotz,  Turners  Falls,  second; 
Phinnley,  Greenfield,  third;  Zochan, 


Greenfield,  fourth.  Time,  24  4-5s. 

Half  mile — Demeo,  Greenfield, 
first;  R.  Stetson,  Arms,  second; 
Prest,  Greenfield,  third;  Pulaski, 
Greenfield,  fourth.  Time,  2.26  3-5. 

Half-mile  relay — Cassidy,  Vernar, 
Stotz,  Szweic,  Turners  Falls,  first; 
Brown,  Krat,  Dana  Webber,  Dan 
Webber,  Arms,  second;  Zachan, 
Woodlock,  Desmond,  Phinnley, 
Greenfield,  third.  Time,  1.46. 

Potato  race — Szweic,  Turners 
Falls,  first;  Desmond,  Greenfield, 
second;  Brown,  Arms,  third. 

Running  broad — Lawrence,  Turn- 
ers Falls,  first;  Stotz,  Turners  Falls, 
second;  Dana  Webber,  Arms,  third; 
Dan  Webber,  Arms,  fourth.  Dist- 
ance, 18  ft.  114  in. 

Shotput — Demeo,  Greenfield,  first; 
Lawrence,  Turners  Falls  second; 
Dan  Webber  Arms,  third;  Wood- 
lock,  Greenfield,  fourth.  Distance, 
33  ft.  9V2  in. 

Baseball  throw — Lawrence,  Turn- 
ers Falls,  first;  Cassidy,  Turners 
Falls,  second;  Varney,  Greenfield, 
third;  Dan  Webber,  Arms,  fourth. 
Distance,  294  ft. 

Football — Cowan,  Greenfield,  first; 
Dana  Webber,  Arms,  second;  Wood- 
lock,  Greenfield  , third;  Gove,  Green- 
field, fourth.  Distance,  146  ft.  7 

^^Tug  of  war — Greenfield,  first; 
Arms,  second;  Turners  Falls,  third. 

Total  points — Greenfield,  56  2-3; 
Turners  Falls,  56  1-3;  Arms,  27. 
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INTERCLASS  BASEBALL  SERIES 


Due  to  the  fact  that  the  High 
school  was  not  represented  by  a 
football  team  it  was  thought  advis- 
able to  have  fall  baseball  training 
in  the  form  of  an  interclass  series. 
This  led  up  to  a “Little  World 
Series’’  between  Arms  Academy  and 
Turners  Falls  High  school,  which 
was  won  by  Turners  Falls  High 
school. 

The  first  game  was  played  on  our 
High  school  oval  October  10,  and 
was  won  by  Turners  High  by  the 
score  of  6 to  1.  The  following  were 
in  the  line-up  for  Turners  Falls: — 
Szwiec,  T.  Casey,  O’Keefe,  Marti- 
neau,  Lawrence,  Lapean,  F.  Cassidy, 
Haigis,  Rivet,  Waraksa,  Shea,  White, 
Stotz,  Prohovich,  Driscoll  and  Ka- 
wecki. 

Following  is  a summary  of  the 
game : 

123456789  RHE 
T.  F.  H.  00020040  0694 
A.  A.  0000000  0 1135 

Batteries: — Turners  Falls,  Cassi- 
dy, Kawecki  and  Waraksa,  Rivet; 
Arms,  Don  Webber  and  Ried. 

Struck  out,  Cassidy  9,  in  6 in- 
nings; Kawecki  4,  in  3 innings;  Don 
Webber  7,  in  8 innings. 

The  second  and  final  game  was 
played  at  Arms  Academy  on  October 
16,  Turners  High  again  winning  5 
to  4. 

The  feature  of  the  game  was  Cas- 
sidy’s pitching.  He  struck  out  20 
and  allowed  but  2 hits,  and  the  hit- 
ting of  Lawrence,  who  got  2 three- 


baggers,  a double  and  a single. 

Following  is  a summary  of  the 

game : 

123456789  RHE 

T.  F.  210100010  593 

A.  A.  100100020  424 

Batteries: — Cassidy  and  Waraksa, 
Welcome;  Don  Webber  and  Ried. 

Struck  out:  Cassidy  20,  Don  Web- 
ber 11. 

The  Interclass  Series  was  won  by 
the  juniors  who  defeated  the  sopho- 
mores for  the  championship. 

The  first  game  was  won  by  the 
sophomores,  who  defeated  the  fresh- 
men by  the  score,  19  to  4.  The 
summary: 

123456789  R H E 
Soph.  16401340X  19  12  4 

Fresh.  000011200  4 36 

Batteries: — Freshmen,  Joe  Lu- 
kow,  Gartrell  and  Koskuba;  sopho- 
mores, Kawecki  and  Rivet. 

In  the  second  game  the  sophomores 


defeated 

the 

seniors,  7 to 

4,  in  7 

innings. 

The 

summary: 

1234567 

RHE 

Soph. 

0100030 

4 3 5 

Seniors. 

4300000 

7 6 2 

Batteries : — 

-Sophomores, 

Haigis 

and  Rivet;  seniors.  White  and  Lon- 
er gan. 

The  third  game  was  won  by  the 
juniors  who  defeated  the  sophomores 
by  the  score,  11  to  8.  The  sum- 
mary: 

123456789  R H E 
Juniors  000001541  11  13  4 

Soph.  020040000  8 84 

Batteries: — Juniors,  Milkey  Cas- 
sidy and  Waraksa;  sophomores,  Ka- 
wecki and  Rivet. 


“How  about  doing  something  to 
put  Crimson  Gulch  on  the  map?”^ 
“There’s  a difference  of  opinion 
about  the  advisability  of  so  doing,” 
rejoined  Cactus  Joe.  “Several  prom- 
inent citizens  are  apprehensive  that 
if  you  give  a traveler  a map  show- 
ing the  Gulch’s  location  it’ll  only  in- 
crease his  facilities  for  takin’  some 
other  road.” — Exchange. 


A colored  woman  consulted  the 
village  lawyer.  “Ah  want  to  divo’ce 
mah  husband,”  she  said. 

“What’s  the  trouble?”  asked  the 
lawyer. 

“That  nigger’s  done  gone  an’  got 
converted  to  religion,  and  we  ain’t 
seen  a chicken  on  de  table  foh  two 
weeks.” — Exchange. 


She  Misunderstood 

Desirous  of  buying  a camera,  the 
pretty  girl  inspected  the  stock  of  a 
local  shopkeeper. 

“Is  this  a good  one?”  she  asked 
as  she  picked  up  a dainty  little  ma- 
chine. “What  is  it  called?” 

“That’s  the  Belvedere,”  said  the 
handsome  young  salesman  politely. 

There  was  a chilly  silence.  Then 
the  girl  drew  herself  erect,  fixed 
him  with  an  icy  stare,  and  asked 
again : 

“Er — and  can  you  recommend  the 
Belva  ? ’ — Exchange. 


“Dishere  radio,”  said  Uncle  Eben, 
“brings  in  de  sneeches  fine,  but  it 
ain’t  no  company  whatever  when  it 
comes  time  foh  de  candidate  to 
shake  hands  an’  kiss  de  chillun.” — 
Exchange. 


Jackson — I have  a Ford;  what  car 
have  you? 

Everett — A Packard. 

Jackson — Well,  that’s  a good  car, 
too. — Exchange. 


Bluebeard  smiled  as  he  opened  the 
closet  door  and  saw  the  bodies  of 
his  former  wives  hanging  by  their 
gory  tresses.  Then  he  snarled  as 
he  took  a look  at  his  next  prospec- 
tive victim. 

“Curses!”  he  screamed.  “She’s 
got  her  hair  bobbed.” — Exchange. 


“Mr.  Chairman,”  said  the  speak- 
er, “I  have  been  on  my  feet  for  near- 
ly 10  minutes,  but  there  is  so  much 
ribaldry  and  so  manv  interruptions 
that  I can  scarcely  hear  myself 
speaking.” 

“Cheer  up,  guv’nor,”  said  a voice; 
“you  an’t  missin’  much.” — Exchange, 
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Wanted  Situation  Kept  Open 

It  was  William’s  wedding  morn, 
but  alas!  he  overslept  himself. 

When  at  last  he  awoke  he  dressed 
hurriedly,  and  hastened  to  the  sta- 
tion to  find  that  his  train  had  gone. 
There  was  not  another  for  an  hour. 

Frantically  he  hurried  to  the  tele- 
graph office,  and  wired  to  the  bride: 
“Detained.  Don’t  marry  till  I come.” 
— Exchange.  


She’d  Done  It 

“Bridget,”  called  the  mistress  from 
upstairs,  “have  you  turned  the  gas 
on  in  the  parlor  as  I told  you?” 
“Yis,  Mum,”  answered  the  new 
domestic  jewel,  “can’t  yez  smell  it?” 
— Exchange. 


Good  Plan,  But — 

A tall,  gaunt-looking  person  re- 
cently entered  a hotel  in  a town 
where  several  fires  had  occurred  and 
applied  for  a room  at  a price  which 
entitled  him  to  lodging  on  the  top 
floor  of  the  house.  Among  his  be- 
longings the  proprietor  noticed  a coil 
of  rope,  and  asked  what  it  was  for. 

“That’s  a fire  escape,”  said  the 
man.  “I  carry  one  with  me  so  I can 
let  myself  down  from  the  window 
without  troubling  anyone.” 

“Good  plan,”  said  the  landlord, 
“but  guests  with  fire  escapes  like 
that  pay  in  advance  at  this  hotel.” — 
Exchange. 


Almost 

“Now,  tell  me,  what  is  the  op- 
posite of  misery?” 

“Happiness!”  said  the  class  in 
unison. 

“And  sadness?”  she  asked. 

“Gladness.” 

“And  the  opposite  of  wo?” 

“Giddap!”  shouted  the  enthusiastic 
class. — Exchange. 


“Mrs.  Podgers  is  dreadfully  afraid 
of  embonpoint,”  remarked  Mrs. 
Gadsley  to  her  caller. 

“That’s  a terrible  disease,”  re- 
turned the  other  woman.  “My  fa- 
vorite aunt  had  it  and  the  poor 
thing  just  wasted  away.” — Exchange. 


Ascum — I see  there’s  some  talk 
of  having  the  people  vote  at  the  next 
state  election  upon  the  question  of 
abolishing  capital  punishment.  Would 
you  vote  to  abolish  it 

Fogie — No,  sir;  capital  punish- 
ment was  good  enough  for  my  an- 
cestors, and  it’s  good  enough  for 
me. — Exchange. 


The  Genus  Trampus 

The  Lady — Well,  I’ll  give  you  a 
dime — not  because  I think  you  de- 
serve it,  mind,  but  because  it  pleases 
me. 

The  Tramp — Thank  yer,  mum. 
Couldn’t  yer  make  it  50  cents,  an’ 
thoroughly  enjoy  yerself  ? — Ex- 
change. 


Teacher — Johnny,  what  is  the  cap- 
tal  of  North  Carolina? 

Johnny — North  Carolina  has  two 
capitals. 

Teacher — What? 

Johnny — Yes,  ma’am.  North  Car- 
olina has  two  capitals — N and  C. — 
Exchange. 


“Don’t  talk  to  me  about  colleges,” 
said  the  self-made  man.  “Look  at 
me.  Do  you  suppose  I should  have 
been  any  more  successful  than  I am 
if  I’d  had  a college  education?” 
“No,”  admitted  the  professor,  “but 
you  might  have  been  less  inclined  to 
brag  about  it.” — Exchange. 


Employer — Really,  Tomkins,  your 
figures  are  disgraceful.  Just  look 
at  that  three;  anyone  would  take  it 
for  a five. 

Clerk — It  is  a five,  sir. 

Employer — Well,  I should  have 
sworn  it  \vas  a three. — Exchange. 


Lengthen  the  Circuit 

Mr.  Newlvwed  (attempting  to 
start  car)  ; “This  darned  self-start- 
er won’t  work;  there’s  a short  cir- 
cuit somewhere.” 

Mrs.  Newlvwed  — 'Well,  -why 
don’t  you  lengthen  it,  dear?” — Ex- 
change. 


Hostess — Must  you  be  going,  Mr. 
Dugan? 

Absent-minded  Radio  Announcer 
— Er,  yes,  good-night.  WZOK  sign- 
ing off  at  11:15  p.  m. — Exchange. 
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Logical  Enough 

At  a small  country  school  the 
scholars  were  having  a lesson  on 
animals.  The  teacher  had  asked  a 
number  of  questions  which  were 
easily  answered.  At  length  she  said: 

“Why  does  a dog  hang  out  his 
tongue  when  running?” 

A lad  who  had  not  answered  be- 
fore held  up  his  hand. 

“Yes,  Tommy,  what  is  it?”  she  in- 
quired. 

“To  balance  its  tail,”  was  the  re- 
ply.— Exchange. 


Too  Expensive 

While  enjoying  a short  holiday  in 
the  country  a very  famous  artist 
m.ade  a study  of  a farmer’s  barn. 

The  farmer  happened  to  come 
along,  and  stood  for  some  time  ad- 
miring the  artist’s  work. 

At  last  he  announced  his  desire  to 
buy  the  sketch,  provided  it  was  not 
too  expensive. 

“O,”  said  the  artist,  “I  won’t 
charge  you  anything  for  the  sketch, 
but  you  can  give  me  one  of  those 
young  pigs  I see  in  the  sty  over 
there.” 

The  farmer  frowned. 

“Why,  man,”  he  cried  “do  you 
know  that  those  pigs  are  worth  $2 
each  ? ” — Exchange. 


Reason  Enough 

A Londoner  met  the  oldest  inhabi- 
tant of  a small  village  and  asked 
him  how  old  he  was. 

“Oi  be  seven  and  four  score,  sir,” 
replied  the  rustic. 

“Why  do  you  put  the  seven  be- 
fore the  four  score?”  asked  the 
visitor. 

“Because  I was  seven  before  I was 
four  score,  sir,”  was  the  innocent 
reply. — Exchange. 


Father — Why  are  you  always  at 
the  foot  of  the  class? 

Johnny — It  don’t  make  any  differ- 
ence', dad.  They  teach  the  same  at 
both  ends. — Exchange. 


“I  bought  a car  yesterday.” 
“What  kind  is  it?” 

“It’s  an  ‘Ash.’” 

“You  mean  a ‘Nash,’  don’t  you?” 
“No;  ‘Ash’ — second-hand  ‘Cole.’” 


An  Anachronism 

When  some  celebrated  pictures  of 
Adam  and  Eve  were  put  on  exhibi- 
tion Mr.  McIntosh  was  taken  to  see 
them. 

“I  think  no  great  things  of  the 
painter,”  said  the  gardener.  “Why, 
man ! tempting  Adam  wi’  a pippin 
of  a variety  that  was  na’  known  un- 
til about  twenty  years  ago!” — Ex- 
change. 


Real  Thrift 

A Scotswoman  had  been  promised 
a present  of  a new  hat  by  a lady 
generally  reputed  in  the  village  to 
be  quite  wealthy. 

Before  the  purchase  was  made  the 
lady  called  and  asked: 

“Would  you  rather  have  a felt  or 
'a  straw  bonnet,  Mrs.  McPherson?” 
“Weel,”  said  the  latter,  “I  think 
I’ll  tak  a straw  ane.  It’ll  maybe  be 
a mouthful  to  the  coo  when  I’  done 
wi’  it.” — Exchange. 


The  orator  was  not  being  well 
treated.  His  audience  were  better 
interrupters  than  listeners.  So  he, 
too,  became  roused. 

“When  I came  here  tonight  I did 
not  believe  in  the  Darwinian  theory. 
Upon  mature!  consideration  of  my 
audience  I do — half  of  you  look  as 
if  you’d  evolved  from  monkeys.” 
“Yes,”  came  the  calm  response, 
“but  we  have  evolved.” — Exchange 


Unreasonable 

Wife  (studying  Spanish  history) 
— It  says  here,  George,  that  those 
Spanish  hidalgos  used  to  think  noth- 
ing of  going  2000  miles  on  a galleon. 

Husband — Pooh!  I never  believe 
half  I hear  about  these  foreign  cars. 
— Exchange. 


A Costly  Mistake 

“What  ruined  your  business?” 
“Advertising.” 

“How?” 

“I  let  my  competitors  do  it  all.” 
— Exchange. 


Lily — So  yo’  done  mortgaged  our 
li’l  home? 

Mose — Jes’  temp-rarily,  honey,  till 
de  mortgage  am  fo’closed.  — Ex- 
change. 
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GRISWOLDVILLE 
MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

Manufacturers  of 

COTTON  GOODS 

Turners  Falls  Branch  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


Montague  City  Rod  Company 


Manufacturers  of 

FISHING  RODS,  REELS, 
SHELLED  HOOKS,  LEADERS,  Etc. 


Montague  City,  Mass. 
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Films  Printed  and  Developed 
In  24  Hours 

FOURNIER  BROTHERS 

The  Rexall  Store 
Agents  For 

APEX  French  Records 


“So  you’re  studying  history  my 
little  man.  What  kind  of  history — 
current,  ancient  or  what?”  “I  don’t 
know  yet.  We’ve  only  been  at  it  3 
months  and  my  book  hasn’t  any 
cover  on  it.” 


JAMES  A.  GUNN,  Jr. 

House  of  Kuppenheimer 
Good  Clothes 


TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


(CLASS  OF  1916) 

M.  E.  SULLIVAN,  D.  D.  S. 

DENTIST 

Burtt  Block,  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


WHETHER  YOU  NEED  NEW 
SHOES,  OR  WANT  YOUR 
OLD  SHOES  TO  LOOK  LIKE 
NEW 

CALL  AT 

PFERSICK’S 

THIRD  ST. 


You’ll  like  the  swing  in 

HART  SCHAFFNER  & 
MARX  CLOTHES 

FOR  FALL, 

$30.00  to  $45.00 

There’s  a dashing  smartness  about 
them;  the  most  famous  tailors  in  the 
world  made  them  for  us,  so  there’s 
no  doubt  about  their  “rightness.” 

HERMAN  F.  SEILER 

62  Avenue  A 
Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


GEO.  STARBUCK 
& SONS,  Inc. 


Plumbing  and  Heating  a 
Specialty 


AVE.  A,  TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


The  boss  was  dictating  to  the  new, 
pretty  and  sophisticated  stenogra- 
pher. Suddenly  he  stopped. 

“Am  I too  fast  for  you?”  he  ask- 
ed anxiously. 

She  considered  him  and  then  re- 
plied: “Oh,  no,  indeed,  but  you’re 

a trifle  old.” — Exchange. 


Rev.  I.  M.  Human — “f  brought 
back  the  second  hand  car  I bought 
from  you  last  week,  it’s  too  shaky 
and  noisy.” 

Auto  Dealer — “What’s  the  trou- 
ble? Can’t  you  run  it?” 

Rev.  I.  M.  H. — “Not  and  stay  in 
the  ministry !” — Exchange. 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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1872 — 1923 

Crocker  Institution  for 
Savings 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

Incorporated  1869 

PORTER  FARWELL,  President. 
ALBERT  R.  SMITH,  Vice-President. 
CHARLES  R.  STOUGHTON,  Sec. 
NORMAN  P.  FARWELL,  Treasurer. 

Deposits  received  daily,  and  will  be 
put  on  interest  the  first  day  of  every 
month. 

Dividends  are  payable  January  1st 
and  July  1st. 

Assets  $3,700,000 

Bankinsr  Hours,  9 A.  M.  to  3 P.  M. 
Saturdays,  9 A.  M.  to  12.30  P.  M. 


PASTRY  OF  ALL  KINDS 

Our  Line  Is  Complete 

Big^gest  Variety  Ever 
Made  in  Turners  Falls 


Home  Made  Candy  Now  in  Season 

Turners  Falls  Bakery 


When  the  government  was  resur- 
veying the  boundary  line  between 
Missouri  and  Arkansas,  one  of  the 
surveyors  happened  to  stop  at  a 
small  farm  owned  by  a widow.  She 
wanted  to  know,  “What  are  you  all 
doin’  down  here?” 

“We  are  re-surveying  the  line  be- 
tween Arkansas  and  Missouri.  You 
are  now  living  in  Arkansas.” 

“Yes,  but  I don’t  want  to  live  in 
Arkansas.  They  tell  me  everybody 
in  Arkansas  is  dyin’  of  malaria 
fever.  You  just  put  that  line  right 
back  where  it  was.” — Exchange. 


Compliments  of 

BOURDEAU 
ELECTRIC  CO. 

CONTRACTORS 


A.  H.  RIST 


Fire  Insurance,  Notary  Public 

56  Fourth  St.,  Turners  Falls 


L KOCH 

Milk,  Cream  and  Groceries 

L STREET 
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GREENFIELD  GAS  LIGHT  COMPANY 
FOR  ECONOMY  USE  GAS 


0.  P.  DENNIS 

TONSORIAL  PARLORS 
POCKET  BILLIARDS 
CIGARS  and  TOBACCO 

157  Avenue  A 
TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


DR.  LEWIS  W.  ALLEN 

OSTEOPATHIC  PHYSICIAN 

Davenport  Block 
GREENFIELD,  MASS. 


Free  Verse 

Fat  Man 
Back  Street 
Banana  Peel 
Virginia  Reel. 

— Anon. 


Instructor : ‘‘Many  things  have 

been  discovered  just  by  chance. 
Now,  for  instance,  the  law  of  grav- 
ity— who  discovered  that? 

No  answer. 

“Who  saw  the  apple  fall?” 
“Adam!” 


SAVINGS  DEPARTMENT 


Safe  Deposit  Boxes 


Commercial  Accounts 


We  want  Your  business 


CROCKER  NATIONAL  BANK 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HAVE  DONE  THEIR  DUTY 
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The  Handy  Store 

G.  J.  LONG 

Groceries  and  Provisions 
RIVERSIDE,  MASS. 


C.  A.  DAVIS 

DEALER  IN  ICE 


When  In  Search  Of  The  Latest 
in  SHOE  STYLES  Visit 

DOLAN  BOOT  SHOP 

TURNERS  FALLS 
A Good  Place  to  Buy  Good  Shoes 


It  Pleases  Us 
When  You  Call  For 
A Demonstration 

PAIGE  and  JEWETT 

SHEA  BROS/  GARAGE 
HAIGIS  & BEAUMIER 

EXPRESS,  TRUCKING  and 
PIANO  MOVING 


Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


TURNERS  FALLS 
GARAGE 

R.  E.  CHAMBERLIN,  Prop. 

CHANDLER  CLEVELAND 

Tel.  69 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


DON’T  FORGET 
THE 
NETOP 


HOOD’S  PHARMACY 


FOR 

MURRAY’S  CHOCOLATES 


Cor.  of  Avenue  A and  Fourth  Street 


BEFORE  BUYING  YOUR  SUNDAY  DINNER 
LOOK  OVER  OUR  SUPPLY 

MONTAGUE  MARKET 

GEO.  H.  HOYLE,  Prop. 

TELEPHONE  CONNECTION  MONTAGUE 


GIVE  THEM  A BOOST 
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GEORGE  H.  SMITH 

COAL  AND  WOOD 
Local  and  Long  Distance  Moving 
and  Trucking 

Office:  15  Bridge  St.,  Tel.  34-3 

House:  18  Grand  Ave.  Tel.  34-4 

MILLERS  FALLS 
“BY  TRUCK” 

Ice  and  Light  Trucking 
L.  C.  NEWTON 
Montague,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

MONTAGUE  LAUNDRY 

MONTAGUE,  MASS. 

W.  H.  EDDY 

BLACKSMITH 

1 MONTAGUE,  MASS. 

L S.  FIELD 

General  Merchandise 

MONTAGUE 

E.  E.  BUCKMASTER 

GROCERIES,  MEN’S  WEAR, 
BOOTS,  SHOES 
Tel.  289-3 

MONTAGUE,  MASS. 

JOHN  MACKIN 

COAL,  WOOD,  ICE 

LONG  DISTANCE  TRUCKING 
AND  MOVING 

MILLERS  FALLS 

Compliments  of 

H.  J.  WARD 

MILLERS  FALLS 

H.  L.  McCullough  & co. 

Auto  and  Electrical  Supplies 

Exide  Storage  Batteries 

MILLERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

Census  Taker — And  how  old  are 
you  Madam? 

The  Lady — I’ve  seen  26  summers. 
Census  Taker — And  how  long 
have  you  been  blind? 

THE  BOSTON  STORE 

DRY  GOODS 

Avenue  A,  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

Compliments 

of 

GOTTLIEB  KOCH,  Grocer 
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GREENFIELD  ELECTRIC  LIGHT 
AND  POWER  GDMPANY 

SERVICE 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASSACHUSETTS 


MILLERS  FALLS 
TOOL  CO. 


The  motorist  was  quite  certain 
that  he  had  not  been  exceeding  the 
speed  limit,  so  he  was  astonished 
when  the  village  constable  held  up 
his  hand  and  brought  the  car  to  a 
standstill.  ‘T  say/'  protested  the 
driver,  “I  wasn’t  going  more  than  10 
miles  an  hour.  I swear  it.” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right,”  replied  the 
officer.  “I  wasn’t  worrying  about 
that,  but  I’d  be  obliged  if  you  could 
spare  me  a little  gasoline.  I’m  go- 
ing to  a wedding  tomorrow,  and  I 
want  to  clean  my  gloves.” 


MILLERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


COMPLIMENTS 

of 

F.  I.  WEBSTER  CO. 


MENTION  “NETOP” 


32 


NETOP  ADVERTISERS 


JOHN  RUSSELL  CUTLERY  CO. 

GREEN  RIVER  WORKS 
TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS.,  U.  S.  A. 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HELPED  YOU 


